



















































































“Because there is no evidence of madness in anything that she has done.  She ran away 
from her home, because her home was not a pleasant one, and she left it in the hope 
of finding a better.  There is no madness in that.  She committed the crime of bigamy, 





“There is latent insanity!  Insanity which might never appear; or which might appear 
only once or twice in a life-time.  It would be dementia in its worst phase perhaps: acute 
mania. . . .  The lady is not mad; but she has the hereditary taint in her blood.  She has 
the cunning of madness, with the prudence of intelligence.  I will tell you what she is, 









“From the moment in which Lady Audley enters that house,” he（Dr. Mosgrave） said, 
“her life, so far as life is made up for action and variety, will be finished.  Whatever 
secrets she may have will be secrets for ever!  Whatever crimes she may have 
committed she will be able to commit no more.  If you were to dig a grave for her in 
the nearest churchyard and bury her alive in it, you could not more safely shut her 



















. . .Miss Lucy Graham was blessed with that magic power of fascination by which a 
woman can charm with a word or intoxicate with a smile.  Every one loved, admired, 
and praised her. . . .  The verger at the church. . .the vicar. . .the porter from the railway 
station. . .her employer; his visitors; her pupils; the servants; everybody, high and low, 







朝の理想の女性像である「家庭の天使」（Angel in the House）を彷彿させる。当時の理想の
女性像について、デボラ・ゴーラム（Deborah Gorham）は次のように定義している。
She（the ideal woman） would be innocent, pure, gentle and self-sacrificing.  Possessing 
no ambitious strivings, she would be free of any trace of anger or hostility.  More 









That very childishness has a charm which few could resist.  The innocence and 
candour of an infant became in Lady Audley's fair face, and shone out of her large and 
liquid blue eyes. . . .  She owned to twenty years of age, but it was hard to believe her 
more than seventeen.  Her fragile figure, which she loved to dress in heavy velvets and 
stiff rustling silks, till she looked like a child tricked out for a masquerade, was as girlish 





I do not think that throughout his courtship the baronet once calculated upon his 
wealth or his position as a strong reason for his success.  If he ever remembered these 
things, he dismissed the thought of them with a shudder.  It pained him too much to 
believe for a moment that any one so lovely and innocent could value herself against 
a splendid house or a good old title.  No; his hope was that as her life had been most 
likely one of toil and dependence, and as she was very young （nobody exactly knew 
her age, but she looked little more than twenty）, she might never have formed any 
attachment, and that he, being the first to woo her, might by tender attentions, by 
generous watchfulness, by a love which should recall to her the father she had lost, and 
by a protecting care that should make him necessary to her, win her young heart, and 



















“How good you are―how noble and how generous! . . .but you ask too much of me.  You 
ask too much of me!  Remember what my life has been; only remember that.  From 
my very babyhood I have never seen anything but poverty. . . .  Poverty, poverty, 
trials, vexations, humiliations, deprivation!  . . .Do not ask too much of me, then.  I cannot 








He walked straight out of the house, this foolish old man. . . .  He carried the corpse of 
that hope which had died at the sound of Lucy's words.  All the doubts and fears and 
timid aspirations were ended now.  He must be contented, like other men of his age, to 



















“Why, what was she（Lucy Graham）in Mr. Dawson's house only three months ago? 
. . .What was she but a servant like me?  Taking wages and working for them as hard, 
or harder than I did.  You should have seen her shabby clothes. . .worn and patched, and 
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darned, and turned and twisted. . . .  Why, I've seen her come out of the parlour with a few 
sovereigns and a little silver in her hand, that master had just given her for her quarter's 





Pleased with her high position and her handsome house; with every caprice gratified, 
every whim indulged; admired and caressed wherever she went; fond of her generous 
husband; rich in a noble allowance of pin-money; with no poor relations to worry 
her with claims upon her purse or patronage, it would have been hard to find in the 












“I learned that my ultimate fate in life depended upon my marriage, and I concluded 
that if I was indeed prettier than my schoolfellows, I ought to marry better than any of 
them. . . .  I had not been there a month before I discovered that even the prettiest girl 
might wait a long time for a rich husband. I wish to bury over this part of my life:  I 















“. . .my pet lived with her shabby old father, a half-pay naval officer; a regular old 
humbug, as poor as Job, and with an eye for nothing but the main chance.  I saw 
through all his shallow tricks to catch one of us for his pretty daughter. . . .  He was 










“. . .my wife was upstairs, sleeping peacefully with the baby on her breast.  I sat down 
and wrote a few brief lines, which told her that I never had loved her better than now 
when I seemed to desert her; that I was going to try my fortune in a new world; and 
that if I succeeded I should come back to bring her plenty and happiness, but that if I 





“They were married here, sir, and they traveled on the Continent for six months, and 
came back here again.  But the gentleman ran away to Australia, and left the lady, 
a week or two after her baby was born.  The business made quite a sensation in 











“I am weary of my life here, and wish, if I can, to find a new one.  I go out into the 
world, disserved from every link which binds me to the hateful past, to seek another 
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